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clean-cut profiles and big black eyes which look you straight in the face, with none of the deprecating air of the Bombay Hindu. A few miles farther, and the mountains again recede, and we are out upon another vast stretch of yellow-brown prairie, which looks drier and dustier than ever. Buck with straight horns grooved in spirals are pretty plentiful here, and there are large birds, among which I can make out the big brown kite and the long-tailed green parrot, but most are unknown to me. The vegetation consists of blue-grey scrub, with large clumps of pampas grass at irregular intervals. There are villages which look like collections of American Indians' wigwams, and rather squalid at that. Now and again there is a pond or tank, and beside it almost invariably a crane, heron, or some other long-legged, big-billed bird. And so we run into the night under a